
Joshua &reen, Jiypocrite,
Pedestrians passing by the house in Thi

street where Mr. and Mrs. Joshua Gre
domiciled, third floor, back, were attracl
other day by a noise that fell upon them
as the bumping of a distant cart over th<
street. As it came nearer, it seemed as if
ber of men shod with heavy boots were

downstairs in a great hurry, but as it appr
still nearer it suarsrested to those who
tf listen the probability that some herculea
carrier had been making an effort to mov

top flight of stairs with half a ton of c

his back, and, losing his balance, was tl
turning, end over end, followed by his 1
close-ranked detachments. The next ins
confused kaleidoscopic mass of striped sto
red calico dress and blue shawl came w

out of the open hall door, and as it stoppe
denly on the sidewalk the discovery was

that it had been revolving around the tw
dred and fifty pounds of Mrs. Green. Mrs.
sat on the flagging and, looking in a dazf
of way for a moment, exclaimed:
"Fo' de lah sacks, Joshwa Green!"
She arose, blinking, from the sidewalk j

Joshua Green himself came hurrying dowi
and, with anxious look and agitated vol
quired:
"Rosabelia, did you hu't you?"
KosaDena gave mm a witnering iook ot s

"Did I hu't me!" she cried. "Ladies am

man, jes' heah'dat! Did I hu't me! He;
hippercrit niggah! Wat yuh gwan to do
man w'at waltzes yuh roun' de kitchen v

Doot, an snows yun ae way out od ae ao
^ wool ob jruh head, an' chucks yuh heel

.erflummix dowT- &0S p'ar ob sv^'rs, a

comes a scootin' down attah yuh hes lil
bustin' him haht wiv grief, an' goes fur fo
meek out dat yuh slip up an' tumble t)
ownse'f, an' ax yuh, 'Rosabelia, did you hu'
Dass w'at dat hippercrit niggah, Joshwa
lone gwan an' do to me, ladies an' gei
uass w at ne aone gwan an ao.

in
A LABOR UNION.

"Wha-a-a-h, Ro-o-osabe-e-e-lla Gre-e-e-n
Joshua, and the intonations of his voice t

how deeply he felt hurt. "How in dis wic
Kin yuh stan' an' scarify yuh own husba:
a-way, an* de faddah of yuh chillun, w'en t

_ gwan an' mos' winch he pore ol' back out <

grabbin' fo' tb kotch yuh, jes' uz yuh was

de tu'n ob de fust flight? Rosabella! Ro
Green! I hope to de gracious me yuh hai
tamperin' some mo* wiv Hopeful Jackson'
cent gin!"
"Ladies an' gemman!" appealed Rosab

the bystanders. "Did yo' heah him! I
heah dat onsanctifled hippercrit niggah? ;
Green," demanded Rosabelia, indignantly,
1 gwan to tamper -tfiv free-cent gin? Di'n
an' snick de las' free cents from de tin cui
manteltree an* play it on a gig? Yo' win<
back! Meb' yuh did, but ef yuh did, yuh »

it tryin' to 'duce me to gib yuh free cents
liftin' dat beef-liver hoof of yo'n ag'in me!
de how yuh winched it! Look-a heah, r

Ef duh hain't no law ag'in setch 'pocrisy u

an' if Eldah Higgins's preachin' can't t(
clutch on yuh, dis heah chicken's gwan t
all de fun's from nex' week's washin' in a i

.Tnahxca firppn viV hpfih mp!"

Saying which, Rosabelia snapped her
under Joshua's nose and went in, and Josh
appeared within Hopeful Jackson's foi
chance comfort as he might find there.

ED M

USEFUL AS WE

*/iL
\ t

of my busin' i
fer?'

5^3,
ompson ^-1 . \Z-venare ; \ (A'°"vl =-. ~.

ted the ) | . /" *I The VerV
a num- \*j ^

coming y"V . w^W11
oached . / .J\
paused / k3£2^=~cW.

Gree^
;d sort

I.
lust as WAYFARER, stay! the air is mild,istairs
ce :n_^ These Summer days are long;

Come rest upon this tank, my child,
And listen to my song.

corn,
igemwiv

a

riv his

II.
pOR I in that dear fam*«-Whose
To biJ th- > traveller pause, and make

His bri ly tears to flow.
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j liked you when I saw you firsl

I knew you'd prove my art.

And frankly, friend, I mean to t
Your blooming little heart.
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pOR, were that heart of adamant,
Or you or any man

Must molt.I tell it well, I grant.
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ME read but children's books because

In others he might run [was
On thoughtful thoughts. His Bible
An expurgated one.
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J/JOW Ross McCann was hated by
A man.you've known of such.

Whose anecdotes ran never dry.
Which Ross he

to fling 'Oh,

ffi;0? at me/'
Was heard to say this man.

"I brook no fies from such as he,
I'll tiz you, Koss McCann!" >
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And hale him to some secret spot, j'U
A bleeding corse, all but.
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|3[LL but a corse! Those bravos bad, ~

With insufficient whack [had ^
you? But stunned McCann. 'Twere better

His senses not come back.
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jp=|J E wakes alone. He knows not He c

where. TI
What horrors mock his brain!

He gives a shriek of wild despair
And swoons him once again.

jp"OR> *0' P"son wa^s display.
Some red. some blue, some preen.

0

Embroidered texts that Rabelais
V

Would shudder to have seen.
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T. ND now the ruthless jailer
With laughter loud and Ion)

and Anpl brings his lute to wt

i thrums
An execrable song.

JIoW It JIappei
-'Great Scott!" exclaimed the y.c

the city, who was inclined to be
<?"' terribly cross-eyed that half-growr

Whetrock is. He is certainly the w
saw. He looks as if one eye was

fully back at last Fourth of July,
was looking: anxiously forward to i

What an unfortunate thing to have
"Oh, he wasn't born that way,"

Hornbeak. "One time, when the
nine years old, his father took 1

\\ woods, an' they saw a big gray s

N \\ tree an' a chipmunk friskin' arounc

\\ some distance to one side. The
1.1 the boy to stand perfectly still an

fixed on both of 'em while he we

ho«se for his gun. The boy ob<
faithfully that by the time his fi
his eyes were twisted clear of
they've stayed that way ever since

It Didn't /T\atter,
MRS. BENHAM.Where shall v

next year?
BENHAM.I don't care; I'm gi

fi ^ sleep anywhere.

u pfot Good poiloy
M'KINLEY.I see the Cleveland

pretty good ball.
HANNA.You mustn't talk like

votes in Cincinnati.

$l?e p/ev^r Df. s.
"Come with me," said Death,

eti go around "You don't know me," laughed
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'ossM^ri ctw

e-l-thw^.

VA T
-rw v .

YHE victim chokes, his muscles
twitch;

With laughter long and gay,
The jailer tells a-story which til
He heard the other day,
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i. don't," sobbed Ross McCan. The eager' trembling hand
The brute Hints all too sure of madnes;

s heedless of his pain, [beaut, His jailer understands.
he, "Methinks that one's a
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IqJIS wrath was squeezed. 'Twas

7 plain to see
N'=(' 'Twculd yi'eld no acid more;

But, ah! the Ross that he set free
Was not the Ross of yore.
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His sands must soon run o

' yOCHteng -tbe spdrlf-of wanton.

L^LJ) Too long that heart had bled.

^nc* w^en the birds began to mate

His gentle spirit fled,
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Too Mean To Hanp.
B) //A)1 one at Golden Flats suspected Jim Trueman

of being an over-particular man and willing to
l( ^ upset the routine of things until he killed Abner

11 Parks and had been sentenced to be hanged. He
11 probably didn't mean to kill Parks when he .

*-4^ hurled a rock at him, but death resulted, the jury
> » ») said he was guilty, and Judge Watkins rose and11 . J*
m J observed:

"Jim, it's a hangin' case. You've bin with us
a long time, and you've got heaps of friends in
camp, and we'll leave this mostly to you. When

. d'ye want to hang?"
"On a full moon and at midnight," replied Jim,

who seemed to have already laid out his programme.
"Shoo! That's three weeks away, and you can't

ask us to turn out at midnight and fool around
for an hour."
"But I do. And I want seven men to walk

ahead of me and sing a sad song as we march.
Then I want to be hung in a white shirt."
I "How kin we do it, Jih, bein' as thar hain't one

» within four hundred miles of us?"
"Dunno, but this wont be no scrub hangin'. 1

also want some b'ar's grease fur my ha'r, and I
want to be buried under that -tree down whar the
Yuba trail cuts in."
"B'ar's grease! How we goin' to git it?" demandedthe Judge. "And d'ye think this crowd is

goin' to lug yer dead body three miles to plant
it? Jih, ye ain't playin' us fa'r. Why can't ye
take things as they be?"

"It's my hangin', ain't it?" asked Jim.
"Of course."

' "I'm the deeply injured party, I reckon?"
"Yaas, that's so."
"Wall, then, I want things my way. I want

the bar'l which will be kicked from under me to
be a whiskey bar'l. I ain't goin' to step from no

In Philadelphia.
"I understand you've

got a pretty good
. berth?" /W/M'ing ips, "Good birth! Why, my
s dear fellow, my father y wjjw

3 nigh. was a Rittenhouse and ||u
my mother was a Biddie."

'A

pork bar'l into eternity. And I want y e to send
back to Illinoy fur my brother-in-law. He alius
said I'd hang, and I want him yere to see the

1 wine's fun. And I want to know how my grave's to be
fixed up, and what's goin' to be said o;i the headLreach;board."

measured "Prisoner," said the Judge, after 1 <oking him

kim with over, "ain't ye playin' this crowd low down?"
"I'm a-playin' my own hand," was tie retort.
"This yere pase was left to the jooi v, and the

in their joory brung ye in guilty, but as Jedj e of this
court I'm goin' to make a change. Jim Truetnan,
we wont hang ye."

PHIN. "But I've rights."
"Can't help it. The vardict is that ye pack up

and skip."
"I refuse! It's my right to be hung, and I'll

stand on my rights!"
"No ul-se, Jim; ye've got to go! This yere camp

o' Golden Flats hangs a man fur fun and not
fur hard work. It does it to obleege, and not out
o' rights in the case. I thought I knowed ye
before, but I didn't. Ye ar' a blamed mean and
over-pertickler kuss, and this crowd kin be jest
as mulish as ye ar'. The hangin' is off, and if ye
don't leave camp within two hours we'll roll ye
down hill in a bar'l!"
Jim growled and kicked and quoted law, but

the boys were firm, and at sundown Golden Flats
Knew in in nu iiiuic.

f/ot So Bad fls fie Jl?ou<*l?t.
"I have only one thing against that dude of

yours," said Mr. Gruffpop. "And that is those
light, pointed-toed shoes of his."

"Is that all?" asked his daughter, with a sigh
have hal of relief. "I was afraid it might be those heavy,

square-toed boots of you's."
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B8, brush me!';


